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PREPARING FOR THE ACADEMY. 


“To use his own elegant and emphatic language, Poor Pa intends making things hum to a more than lively tune at the Royal Academy this year. 


pictures which he has condescended to knock off are calcula 


The few 
ted to make the hearts of Leighton and Millais palpitate in their bosoms. ’Tis true that some of them 


scem a little muddled ; but Genius is naturally eccentric, and Papa says a real artist ought never to be too decided in his touch. At the private view which took 
place a few days ago, the guests seemed much impressed, but whether with the pictures or McNab’s orchestral performance ’tis hard to say.”’—Tvortste. 


A COMEDY OF 


sack on bis back? Shame on yer !" off my foot, or I'll swamp yer.” 


“ Wonder what's the matter wid my brusl ? Seems as it 
' it's up agin something. S'pose it’s the wind.” “Confound 
4\ when ver sees a gintleman comin'’along with = yer! where are yer comin’ to? Take yer miserable carcass © whom he was going to taketo the theatre were horri- 


ERRORS. HUMAN JACKALS. 


—_—— 


THI8, nowadays, must strike you as an extraordinary case ; 
but, in 1754, when it occurred, such horrible doings seemed 
to be common enough. In 1725, Jonathan Wild, thief 
teacher and taker, was hanged at Tyburn, after being all the 
way reviled and pelted with stones and dirt. In 1755, four 
other traftickers in human life were tried and convicted at 
Maidstone, and met witha terrible punishment at the hands 
of the mob. 

One of them, James Salmon, was a_ breeches - maker, 
McDonald a constable, and Berry and Egan's occupation 
does not appear inthe record. A fifth villain was called 
Thomas Blee, who was admitted as evidence against the 
rest, and told a long rambling story, the gist of which we 
give. Some short time previous to August, 1754, an unfor- 
tunate wretch, named Kidden, had been persuaded by 
McDonald to commit a robbery, and MeDonald and his 
confederates betraying him, he was hanged, and they shared 
the reward offered by Government for his capture, Awhile 
afterwards, McDonald and Berry said to Blee, “ Tom, money 
grows scarce; you must give a sharp look-out fora couple 
to goon the scamp, and if you can't cet two, you must get 
one.” To goon the scamp was to turn hishwayman, and, 
having fixed ona place between New Cross and Depiferd, 
Decause there was a reward of £20 per head given by the 
inhabitants of Greenwich for the capture of footpads, Blen 
was coolly sent to pick up, treat and persuade two youtnful 


In the end, Fitzsnap’s condition can better be imag- 
ined than described. Suffice it to say, the young ladies 


fied at his appearance, and cut Lim dead. 


120 


rascals to join him in a robbery. This was really nothing buta | 


sham. Salmon, the breeches-maker, was to be the person robbed, 
and he was to carry a bundle, containing two paira of breeches, 
with n private mark under the waistband. Also, he was to carry a 


| 


marked pocket-handkerchief, a curious tobacco-box anda“ pocket- | 


pivce,”” which was also marked. These two last proved to be 
damning proofs of the conspirator’s guflt. 

Two voung vagabonds, of the age of twenty and twenty-one, 
were taken to Deptford by Blee, under 


arranged that Salmon should call, they had a quantity of drink. 
Salmon came presently in an apparently intoxicated eondition, 


talked about his affairs, and said he was -tarting for London; and | 
when he left the house, Blee led his two victims in the same direc- | 


tion, and they, overtaking the breeches-maker, one of the young 
fellows proposed to “scamp” him. Salmon cried, “Gentlemen, 
take what | have got, but don't use me ill.” 

‘They took all he had, and then set out for Kent Street, Borough. 
Berry, during the robbery, had been hiding close to the spot. They 
lay that night at the “Spread Eagle,” and next day Egan came on 
the scene and bought the tobacco-box of one of the lads, saying he 
had lost his own, Blee, after this, slipped away, and then 
Me Donald appeared with a warrant for their apprehension, bound 
them together with a rope and dragged them up before a justice of 
the peace, The two dupes were tried, convicted and sentenced to 
death, but Blee afterwards turned informer, and the four principal 
scoundrels were put in the dock, 

The pocket-piece, it was sworn, was sold to Mc Donald's wife, and 
the tobacco-box was recognized as one McDonald had been seen 
using. What became of the two young fellows and of Blee the 
handy man is not stated, but the others were sentenced to seven 
years’ imprisonment in Newgate and to stand twice in the pillory. 

Me Donald and Berry were the first time “so severely handled by 
the populace, that with difficulty they were prevented from being 
utterly destroyed.” Egan and Salmon were “instantly assaulted 
with showers of oyster-shells and stones. Egan was struck dead, 
and Salmon so dangerously wounded on the head, that it was 
thouszht impossible he could recover.” Here the record closes, 

* . . e ° . 
LATEST FROM THE MONGRELRIES. 

a Pirait ave call in one jack boot hand a wooden legg he ave left 
a bone helongin to bilium who still linger in orrid suffering. Ma 
hand Ant was a way. 1 giv him a 34, bitt out of eveleeny her 
savin’ bank, the pirait he say bilium won't be boil in oil till toose- 
day if tive shillin'’ is sent, This isa deservin' case Charitable persons 
‘urry hup. {Stsued) ALEXANDRY, 

(Next week,“ The Phaeton and Pair.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


= 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 


{ retence of stealing some | 
linen, and conducting them to the “Ship Inn,” where it was | 


should inclosea stamped enrelope large enough te contain the | 


contributions submitted, Do not inclose louse stamps, 


We're abliged to you, MAUD, for your sivcet little note, Rut awe 
cannot vale such aacheme; The originals, LEN. would astound 
you, we know, They're rougher by far than they seem, It isn't that 
SLOPER vbjects, JESSIE Hyper, But it sounds like expecting tov 
much; Thanks, TUNNEL, for tip, hut it mustn't get round To the 
ears of the Eminent's* Dutch.’ You can send what you like to 
submit, BERTIE BEARE, Rut be sure you conform to our rules; 


We're glad you corrected them, C1ssif, at ance—An impudent | 


couple of fools, It's hard to discorer the cause of it, FuaxX; We 
cannot acerpt it, MISS COOK; You can get what you want ata 
bookstall, J. PLYNN, Ao shillings the price of the book. You 
mustn't dictate to ns, ARTHUR MAHON, We act as we please, dont 
Sorget 3 Yes, NULY well start in good time, DEVON MAN, /tut it's 
hardly the season just yet. If you forward three halfpence we'll 
send it you, Dick, We harent the first one in print; To appeals 
of a similar nature, F. Kerr; The Eminent’s heart is as flint. 
seas 
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Forwarded toany Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Onited States of America, post-free : 
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£150 


will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), wha shall happen to meet 


with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the | 


United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ALLY 


SLOPER'S HAL¥Y-HOLIDAY” be Sound upon the Deceased at the | 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- HOLIDAY” is | 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn: | 
ing at 8 welock, and the Insurance lasts one week Srom that | 


time of the Accident, 


time, exmring at 8 a'clock the following Thu relay morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


=~ 
Magistrate (to prisoner, charged with violently assaulting his 
wife). What is your occupation? 
Prisoner, Vin an author, 


| nature of an oath ? 


Magistrate, Indeed. May Task the name of any of your works? 


Prisoner (proudly). Most certainly you may. i'mthe author of 
& Domestic Felicity, *“The Model Husband,” and “ How to Make 
Home Happy.” 6 
* 


“T.00K at Jim there, ain't he the immensikoff, 
going to have a new suit. He's aeswelling with importance, 
ain't he? “Lor bless yer! it ain't importance he's a-swelling 


with, it’s hot crossers ; and,as to his new suit, it’s only an eighteen 


He said he was 


bobs'worth of shake-me-down, like they makes for the criminal | 


dids when they turns ‘em out at Dartmoor.” 


. 
WHEN your sad heart is sick with the hope long deferred, 
Don't give way to gloom, but just act like a bird 
And let your gay carol be loud, blithe and free, 
For birds sing their loudest and best “up a tree.” 
* 


’ 


* 

“WHAT will vou have?” said Sinith, at the “Cheshire Cheese,” 
to his pal. “Ul have some whisky, thanks,” responded the other, 
© Whisky !° is that a weakness of yours? asked S. “ Weakness? 


You should taste it before you call it a weakaces,” returned tie | 


whiskyite, 2 
* 


Inerperienced Hourewife (confiding her domestic troubles to | 


frend), And do you know, dear. | have the greatest trouble with 

our servant Jane. She's a most lazy girl. 

induce her to wet up before long past seven. 
Erpervenced ditto, Tey my pling then, dear, My girl was jnat 

the same until | bribed the milkman to strike upa little flirtation 

witther. Heealls about half-past six, but Sarah's always down- 
urs in time to open the door to him, 


[ find it impossible to | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 417,--The * Female Bandit” Costume, 


“ll 


“You are richt: this sporting gent 
is not well, therefore, what pleasant 

Boy. Oh, don't T. rather; y oushonld partof Kent dves he snggest to you? 
just hear father rap out o' Saturday Cant you guess? Why, Shooter's 
hights! (Ail, to be sure!" 


Mavyistrate, Do you know the 


Short Man. Look here; if you dare to wink at my wife again I will knock 
you down! 


J 
| “Toan draw now, granipa.” “Indeed! 
what can you draw?" “My breath!" 


BAL 


Up to date-and np to everything 
else. 


(Saturday, April 23, 1859. 


Sei 


assistant, We haven't enough advertisements this week, .,. 
there’s a six-inch space and nothing to fill it, Shall 1 inser: . 
dammy? ile 

Editor, A dummy? Great Caxton, no! Put “Watch ¢),. 
space" in the largest type: people will think it’s a paid for ady. -. 
tisement, and we can get three times the usnal price for the sp, 
next. week, Oh, young man, young man! I'm afraid you've st,,) 
lot to learn. °° J 

IT KNow atoll and fine young man whois called Thomas, ari] 1), 
wife of his bosom loves him dearly, but isa bit given to enter), - 
for the Jealousy Stakea, And now he’s got the gout in his pio? 
foot. And what do you think ?—that woman is highly deligin, 
Cruel wretch! Oh! nothing of the kind. It's only nati; 
womanly feeling. She knows now that he daren't get treadine «, 
any of those girls’ toes under the table—and, what's more, ita... 
of them try the same dodge with him, the squeak of agony wii, 
will follow will soon blow the gaff on the whule business, © 

sf 


s 
I ALWAYS fail to see the joke 
When little kids ape grown-up folk ; 
Again it makes me downright wild 
To hear a man talk like a child, 
bad 
“T's a poor heart that never rejoices.” When a man's 80 hari] 
up that he can’t have his back garden beds filled with early sprin: 
lowers, the next best thing is tostick inall his missis* clothes- pe. 
upside down, each with a bit of orange-peel in the slit. Then |. 
him sit down, blow his modest screw of shag and try to make 
believe as the place is chock full with yellow crocuses, 
L ad 
s 
Doctor (pointing out patient to friend, whom he is showing ove 
lunatic asylum), You see that wild looking man there playin 
with a tape measure? One of our worst cases—incurable, absv- 
lutely incurable, r fellow, 
rd Dear, dear, how very sad. And what caused him to 
mae 
Doctor, He was an assistant at a cheap draper's, and they told 
him off to attend on a fidgety customer who'd got thirty shillings 
to spend. *° 


gu 


“T SEE that in this paper, they say if you want to go tosleep, the 

heat way is to think of nothing. How on earth would you dv 

hat?" queried Jones, “Think of a bunghole without any cask,” 
napped Sharpshins, ee 
= 


“ AND what did you do when you saw the brute hit his wife?” 
aid Brown, his breast heaving. “Sor, | shtood prosthrate wid 
indignation,” answered O'Flaherty. 

ees 
s 

Flossie. Who was best man at your wedding, dear? 

Bride. Why, Jon was, of course! ~ 

Flossie, What! vour husband best man? 

Bride, Oh, yes, dear, far and away the best man there, the dear 
fellow! id 


EcnHOEks return wonderfully appropriate answers sometimes. 
Young Doodle took a Indy, on whom he was sweet, to hear one of 
these curiosities of nature, and called out, “1 want a lass :" upon 
which the echo responded, “ Ass!" 

s 
= 
T'vE hunted for him eagerly, 
I've searched both far and wide, 
But have never to the present found him out, 
He's eluded all my vigilance 
So cleverly that I 
Of his actual existence am in doubt. 


The rarity I'm searching for's 
The man who, when he’s thrown 
With a stranger ina railway car together, 
If he opens conversation 
With his fellow passenger 
Doesn't start with some allusion to the weather. 
s* 
s 
“ Er—Tootsie, may I—er—have the—er—pleasure of the—er— 
next dance with you?” said the Hon. Billy ata recent “ Cinderelia.” 
“1 don't mind you having the pleasure, Billy,” answered Toot-iv. 
“but what I do object to is having the pain—and you do tread o1 
one’s tues 50.” “ 


, ites Heard the news about poor Flutterby, I suppose, old 
ellaw? 

Cheekly, No; what's happened to him? 

Jibson. Dropped down dead ina tramcar the day before yester- 
day. He aiways suffered from heart disease, you know; and the 
doctors said anv sudden shock would kill him, 

Checkly, Did he get one? 

Jibson. Yes, poor chap. He offered his seat toa lady, and—sic 
thanked him, Per 

a 


“YEs, my dear, I'm going in for the prize at the fancv dress bal! 
to-night,” saida husband to his long suffering wife. Now, have: 
ood look at ine, and tell me what you would take me for.” And 
the wife answered, coldly and calmly, “1 should take you for—ia 


Soul.” oe 
* 


“ DID you kiss me in the tunnel, Bill?” said a buxom lass to her 
lover in an Easter Monday excursion train. “No, my gal,” retorted 
astonished Bill. “ Well, then, someone did,” admitted the victim- 
ized one. a. 

* 


First Small Boy (after a somewhat heated discussion concerning 
the reapective merits of two places of divine worship). Well, any- 
how, Jimmy, you can say what you like about it. Everybody say- 
our preacher's the cleverest. 

Second Small Boy. Goon! I don’t care anything about that. 
Hasn't our church got a steeple six feet higher than yours? 

zs 


“AND how did your sister get on the other day at her début?” 
asked a jealous inquirier, “Oh, she carried evervthing before her.” 
responded her brother. “Indeed,” said the J. I, “Ab, yes: | 
noticed she allowed her train to drag in the dirt.” 

s 


= 
‘TWAS said that life endurable would be 
But for its pleasures, and in sorrow we 
Admit, perforce, it would contain a lot 
More harmony if comic songs were not. 
ss 


* 

SLOPER'’Ss next door neizhbour's got a tame tortoise, and at merry 
Fastertide it crawled into the “gardings” of the Sloperinn Ua 
SLOPER was a bit off when he firat saw the thiag,and thought thot 
the jim-jams were well on the job, However, when he had pul.cd 
himself together with a few three penn‘orths t 0 many, he gets 
whisky hunger on. He went into the garden, and blest if he didi t 
tnke that there tortoise for a hot cross bun, and broke his en'y 
remaining front teeth in trying to bite it in half to share it wit 
Alexandry, = 8 

. 
Scrne—Smoking Room, 
Host (reflectirely, as he lighte upand binvs a fragrant clu! 
into the air). Ah, | well remember the first time | ever smoked. | 
was about ten, | think, and my poor old dad came in and cauz:t 
me puffing a cigar. 

Friend, That was awkward. He punished you pretty severe'y | 
suppose? 

Hust (almost shuddering at the recollection). He did, indeed, ™'Y 
boy—he made me finish it, 


Saturday, April 23, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE EMPIRE. 


—_~— 


sin there's a strike with the girls in the theatre. The girls 
» are to tly iu the new ballet won't have the wires tixed to ‘en 
unless they geta 
rise of sixpencea 
night. Their 
mothers — won't 
let ‘em risk their 
livesat less. That 
would bea worse 
tix, sir, nor the 
one we was in at 
the other house 
with them boys 
in the storm.” 

“What was 
that?” 

“Didn't you 
hear, sir?) There 
was eighteen on 
‘em ounder_ the 
wives os had to 
rise and fall, tirst 
gradual, then 
violent, beneath 
the ocean canvas 
until the storm 
raged furious and 
the heroine she 
sank and the 
hero he took a 
hedder, ‘Saved ! 
Saved!’ Well, 


a 


the first three | 


Mlle, Violette. nights, and then 
Mr. Bunkum he 
polve-d the water rate—that's to say, he knocked a sixpence off of 
t wave per night. Then, sir, you should ‘a’ seen them waves 
a ti “rather, | ought to say not a-rising’; for when the signal 
the tempest in all its fury them there boys was under the 
teva cess deep as quiet as lambs, When the ship should ‘a’ struck 
jt wis the waves a-strikin,” ‘Look ‘ere, you chaps, what's this?’ 
sive the manager, ‘Well, this is what it is, guv’nor,’ replies the 
neiral billow, ‘We ain't not goin’ to go on if yer don’t spring 
ry Sixpence It’s most wored out all our bags as it is.’ 
“Yell the girls it will be all right, and stick them up in a strong 
deanciit a quarter of an hour before they're wanted.” 
| have quoted the above, as well as T conld remember it, from 
acters by Richard Brinsley Peake anent the theatrical waves of 
tenes past, which T read in one of ma’s old books ; but the ocean 
Jand on at the Empire (how about their water rate, by-the-way ?) 
iS likely 
to t Ww ca 
srootiily this 
er so long 
. although 
has now 
aehed its 
cond. edie 
By the 
rexcellont 
nu first 
haved, is 
twice 


Mis 


you 
be 


While there, 
hough, vou 
may tind a fot 
vYoother rood 


luding, of 
ourse, Tae 
any Soom. 
esay at 
east twice, 
nel onee out 
tthe two 
imes in 
French, by 
the plucky and plumpish Violette (all a bunch of violets is she), 
Who does ies jevel best to let you kuow what singing and dancing 
Ouest ter bey 
A'so is there John Le Hay, who has some very amusing ventri- 
Jini! business with his two figures, 
Chirswin, Katie Lawrence,and Harry Starr gain plenty of applause. 
J Tae Bedouin Arabs are singularly agile, and you must not miss 
om, Whatever you do, Tiey are nightly received with thunders 


Mr. Jubn Le Hay. 


Aremarkably novel and remarkably clever item in the evening's 
programme is that of Hubertus, the whistler, As the curtain rises, 
Jou hear the quacking of a wild duck and the report of a gun. 
Tie quacker has evidently got his lot,or shot, and the noble sports- 

tended by a lady gamekeeper and a dawg of the retriever 
appear before the audience, The noble sportsman then 
*, With great ability, the notes of many well known metn- 
bers of the feathered tribe— 
the thrush, biack bird, nightin- 
gale, and so on, 
ends as brightly and inge- 
niously as it opens, and is well 
worth seeing and hearing. 
The sprightly Vanoni_is as 
bright as ever, and all at- 
tempted by Seeley and West 
is thoroughly appreciated by 
the audience. 
One surprising feature of 
the Empire show is the new 
Fairy Maze, not on the stage, 
but in the foyer. It is cer- 
tainly a mysterious and won- 
derful affair, but poor Bob, 
who had left his eyeglass at 
home, and partaken of even 
more than his usual share of 
“ Stone’s Ginger,” seemed sin- 
gularly unhappy. 
By the sea! We have had 
such lovely weather a week or 


two ago, and yet the seaside | 


laces have been quite empty. 
went down the other day, and 
enjoved myself immensely at 
the “ Hotel Métropole,” Brigh- 
ton, to my fancy about the very 
best hotel I have ever been 
in. However, as the bold, 
brass-bound Briton, as a rule, 
only goes out of town at one 
. particular time of the year, 
‘atever weather it mav happen to be, what he ought to do, 
eV, Os to get a sniff of che briny across the Empire float. 
fitout! Pin afloat! as Henry Russell used to sing. 
‘hops that's intended fora joke; but I don't say so, you know. 


Hubertus, 


This turn | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:,. 


TO LET. 
It's a house of smart appearance, 
In a neighbourhood select ; 
It is close to all the ‘buses and. the trains, 
We know it isn't haunted, 
And we're sure it isn’t damp, 
Whilst there's nothing yet the matter with the drains, 


There's a garden and a greenhouse, 
And a bathroom (hot and cold) ; 
Whilst, although a lot of money has been spent 
On sanitary dodges of 
The very latest kinds, 
It's not at all exurbitant in rent. 


But there's a potent reason why 
The place will never let, 
Though desirable in every other war ; 
For a family who're * musical ” 
Have got the house next dvuor, 
And the children “ practise” all the blessed day. 
eg 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER: 
(Written by himself, with passing observations and footnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 

CHAPTER IIT. 

I AM CHRISTENED. 

: te mother being in delicate health, I was brought up on the 

ottle, 

(* There was no bally need to tell us that, old man—your old 
boko shows it better than ail the printed stuff in the world.’"— 
McGOOSELEY.) 

1 was a most interesting child. They said I took notice of every- 


sir ihall went Al | thing. 1] was quite used to taking notice after | was three weeks old. 


(* Yes! he’s so used to taking notice-to-quit from the landlord 
that I've always said ALLY was born to something of the kind. 
No kind of notice shakes my dear husband, Orange county- 
courters, blue county-courters, Queen's taxes, red ink printed 
notices to cut off the gas never at any time upset the old man, He 
was born, as Oue may say, With a notice in his mouth.”"—Mrs. 
SLOPER. ) 

My deur father always took the greatest interest in my health. 
By the mere tone of the squeal he could tell whether the trouble 
was caused by pins in the linen or flatulency of the system. 

He always thought I was doubly as charming as other children. 

(** Quite right—for a professional boozer the old man would have 
taken the cake in an asylum for dipsomaniacs, He never saw the 
young ‘un anything else but double, you bet." —MCGOOSELEY. ) 

“Thechild,” said my dear father, “must and shall be vaccinated, 
He must have the best vaccine from the very best cow procurab!e.” 

1 was vaccinated, aud had what is generally called a lovely arm, 
The healthy nature of the cow entered into my system, have 
alwavsa been fond of good milk, This was, doubtless, the cause, 

(* Father is uncommon cn milk, He's a regular glutton when he's 
on the job, When he’s been on the smoker lay, and comes in in 
the small hours, we blooming well wish he wouldn't go bitching up 
the milk can, and taking it off to the * Blue Pig” to wolf it down 
with twopenn ‘orth of rum in it—a one-eyed old hedgehog that he 
is.’ —ALEXANDRY.) 

Good milk | have always held to be one of the greatest institu- 
tions of a free born and enlightened people. (1 take mine with 
Scotch now and again—it is better. if you are going out on a busi- 
hess call, as even the oldest Jamuica is a somewhat exuberant per- 
meator that canuot always be subdued by the harmless yet neces- 
sary cachou.) 

I was a friendly child. Few had to make advances to me that 
were not returned, 1 remarked this the other day to the friend of 
my youth and maturer manhood, MeGooseley, He answered in 
somewhat unnecessarily ribacd fashion, that any nice girl had only 
to make the least advance to me,and | was such an old Johnny 
Do-'em, that | wanted to buy herauew sealskin directly. As to 
any pawubroker making advances there was uot an old flat-iron 
in the house that was worth twopence ou it, 

With McGooreley 1 was angered, 

The vaccine suited me. | yrew healthier and healthier. 

(To be continued neet week.) 
eS 


EARS VERSUS EYES. 
IP you ever a meeting attend 
Where a speech is sublimely to roll 
From the lips of Humanity’s Friend, 
You'll admire the Sioperian soul. 
You will think that the Wreck, since his birth, 
Has the emblem of Innocence been : 
You'll imagine that never on earth 
Ilas so pious a critter been sven, 
And, above all things else, you'll opine 
That rum, brandy, “ Unsweetened" and wine 
He detests, with a loathing unique— 
When you deur the Old Mouldy One speak ! 


But, as Longfellow sings, things of earth 
Aint, at all times, at all what they seem. 
When you think that a million you re worth, 
You awake, and, behold ! it’s a dream ! 
In the sepulchre fair to behold 

Horrid Schoolboardy skeletons lie: 
Aud the girl with the tresses of gold 

Has thick lips, and a squint in her eve ! 
And you'll twig that the double faced bloke 
Who inveighs against booze bibbing folk 
Loves the beoze with affection unique— 
When you sce the Old Mouldy One's beak ! 


WHO’LL HAVE A COOLER?” 

“An! it's always the way,” growled the weatherbeaten old 
gentleman against whose back we got jammed, as the horses went 
to the post for the Queen's Prize at Kempton, “ you young men are 
always grumbling. If it isn’t about the weather it’s about the 
dulness of the Gaiety burlesque, or the decline of Scotch whisky, 
or something equally unalterable. I wonder what you'd have said 
if you'd been in my place, forty-seven years ago, trying to reach a 
point in the Northern Pacific in a blizzard?” 

SLOPER'S young man braced himself up, as he always does when 
he suspects a tarradiddle, and said— 

“Was it so very cold there, sir?"’ 

“Cold, young man! Well, I tell you, the cars were heated by 
stoves, and the brakesmen, as the guards are called out there, kept 
up a roarin’ fire, but ceepite all that, the stove pipes were half inch 
deep in white frost. I had an overcoat of buffalo skin on, and a 
quart flask of uative brandy, made from the red peppercorn of the 
country, in my pocket, but [| never came so near freezing in my 
life. I tell you, it got so blessed cold in the car, that I elected to 
go out on the lncomotive, on the offchance of being allowed to sit 
on the fire. The fireman was leaning against the boiler head, 
frozeu stiff, and the driver was frozen in the act of pulling the 
lever to stop her, I poured about a pint of the pepper whisky into 
him, and noticed that the engine was white with ice.” 

SLOPER'S young man gave hima look that would have converted 
a Freethinker, but he went on— 

“What puzzled me was what kept the engine going! But then, 
when I retested, ] concluded it was vacuum—she was running by 
vacuum, ‘The condensation was so quick that a vacuum was 
formed, and it was sucking the piston rods in and out, Thats 
what got us through—and, when we did get through, you'd hardly 
b'heve it, but we couldn’t blow the bally headlight out—the flame 
had got frozen into a solid chunk ! 

“How did we manage ?”"—and the old sinner seemed to shudder 
at his own lies—“ why, my boy, the driver cut it out with a hatchet 
and gave it to the stationmaster for a paper weight!” 


| 


ON A HILL BY THE SEA. 


TIFRE they had parted—urder the shadow of that grey old 
charea that, from the verdant slope, looks seawards, The giecn of 
that slope is stud- 
ded with white 
stones, telling 
who were those 
who sleep be- 
neath, Some of 
them have passed 
all of that vigil, 
after which they 
now slumber, 
within sight of 
the beacon tower 
that crowns the 
old) square ivy 
mantled stone ° 
one, Others, too, 
almost home, 
after long sojourn - 
in distant climes, 
have. from that 
broad stretch of 
ocean, now 80 
calm. so blue, so 
sunlit, that you 
would not deem 
how wrathful it 
cin be, watched 
the fire gleaming 
in that beacon 
tower — watched 
it with hopeless 
eyes; and, in the 
moruing, the village folk have found them lying stark upon the 
belt of sand that gleams so golden, From within comes the soft 
pel of the organ, telling that a lame old man is sitting in the dusk 
of the organ loft alone. From without, the tinkle of distant sheep 
bells, the clank of whetstone on seythe, the hum of bees that hover 
round the foxglove bells, the twitter of birds in the dog-ruse 
spangled hedge at the landward foot of the hill, 

Here they had parted—she, silent and tearful ; he, scarce heeding 
her sad eyes, the heaving of her bosom: soiutent upon the glory 
that the soon unfolding future would reveal, Even as they stood 
there then, his voice rose clear and high, and he sang a song of 
brave and constant hearts, true in life and death, and a distant sea 
mew swooped down to the breast of the waves witha far off scream 
that sounded like a cynic's laugh, 

What a voice it was that rang so joyously! To the jaded folk of 
London town it seemed to bear a message from the sunny sea, the 
ee fresh smelling — pas- 

4 tures, the flowery 

banks, the vrass grown 

Innes, Oh, the music of 

it! and they strained 

their ears and held 

their breath inthe vast 

concert halls, where 

they gathered in thon- 

sands, greedy to cateh 

every crystalline note 

that sowred from the 

lips of this country Ind 

who at such a bound 

had sprung to fame. 

Tidings of that fame 

reached the little 

country lass. She heard 

folks talk of the wealth 

and adulation that his 

voice was winning for 

him; how great folks 

petted him = and 

gathered in each 

other's houses to hear 

him sing; how grind 

Indies courted — him. 

Save these tidings, 

there was for her no 

: message ; and ue said, 
though only to herself, 

An old love song. “He has forgotten.” 
She tried to think it for the best—for him, for her; but, though she 
was not a great ludy like those who courted him, she had » heart. 

Once she, too, went to London town; went to hear him sing. 
Sat in a vast crowd, humble and silent, looking at the great people 
below ; seeing the jewels flash in the hair and on the arms and 
breasts of the women; heard the roar of welcume from the men 
when he came and sang. 

It was an old love song he used to sing to her in the days that 
were zone forever. The lights and the jewels flashed, multiplied 
n thougsandfold, for she gazed on them through tears. Home sive 
went—back home with her meek little heart broken, He had 
climbed the hill of fame, mend it was so far away! A 

But aslippery summit hath this hillof fame. The voice go rare, so 
delicate, so overworked weakened, broke! A false note—another 
voice heard within the hour, stroner, clearer, sweeter! A chill, 
fever, sickness nigh unto death —the bubble was pricked, was 
vanished. The great ladies had no smiles for him uow—the new 
darling demanded 
ail they had to 
spare, Vox et pre- 
tereca nihil,and the 
voice was gone ! 

Yes, and the 
wealth that voice 
had made had 
gone as swiftly as 
it hud come. Ris- 
ing from that sick 
bed, he found him- 
seif puor as when 
he arrived in Lon- 
don town—poorer, 
for youth and hope 
and the rare voice 
had town, 

Then he remem- 
bered the country 
lass who, in truth 
had said she would 
love himall her life 
—whom he, lying, 
had sworn never to 
forget. Yes, there | 
he would find the 
sympathy, the 
adoration, the love 
for which his vain 
soul—for it was a 
man's soul, afterall 
—hungered, . 

So, at last, he stands where, years ago, they parted—under the 
shadow of the ivyed tower, facing that never changing sea, hearts 
the sheep bells tinkle, the organ symphony, and the song birds 
hymn of praise. He will seck her—take ber to his heart. flow 
unchanved the dear old scene! Unehbanzed as she will be. Stay! 
there is a cross at the head of a grassy mound that he does not 
remember. He reads on it—her name ! 


Here they had parted. 
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He reads on it—her name, 


THE DISAPPOINTED ANGLER. | 
No sport with Chubb, 


®e% Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


No, 231.—MIs3 WINIFRED GaTWoop, 
“ar sweeter she to me than mere existence."— The Dook Snook, 
«she is my life, my heart, my queen.” —Lord Bod, 


* Who can resist such grace, such peerless beauty.” 
— The Hon. Biliy. 


(i). The Laird is suspended by order of the Parish, and the Elder said, “ Fine 


way tae develop yer jugular veius, sonule.” 


Cat or woman? Well, where's the difference ? 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—KYRLE BELLEW, Esq. 


| 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A GENERAL FAVOURITE. 


| 
| 
{ 
| 
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PRINCES 
THEATRE 
MANCHESTER 


ROMA TH Pray 
KYRLE GELiCW 


HERO 
"| ANO 


Being not only the architect of his own fortune—excuse the Eminent, one moment, 


Where's that ticket? Oh, here it is! “Set of flat iruns, Waterbury, man's under- | 


vest (faulty).” It's all right; the interest isn't due till next Saturday—made him 
feel quite hut for the moment. Being, he repeats, not only the architect of his own 


fortune, but also of that palatial mansion in Mildew Court, it is only natural that he | 
should be wanted down at Manchester, to inspect the plans of the alterations to the | 
(1). While there, a poster setting furth that at the Prince's | 


Reyal Exchange. 
shortly would appear Mrs. Brown Potter and Mr. Kyrie Bellew in the romantic play, 


written by that gentleman, of Hero and Leander, caught hiseve. “And who,” solilo- | 


quized A. SLUPER, “ would not have breasted the Hellespont for such a bero as the 
fair B. P.?"—-(2), Subject for next yoere Academy picture by Sir Fredly.-- 
A. SLuPER, E-q., a8 Leander, crossing the Hellespont. 

wonder? I may yet be in time!” and the F.O.M. hurried to the theatre. “Come 
anf dine with me to-night,” said Mr. Kyrle Bellew. after a hearty greeting, “and we 
will talk it over.” A. SLOPER needed no second invitation, “Are you quite sure,” 


THE LAIRD SUSPENDED. 


“What the ——? Whothe——? Murder!” coutinued Le, 


LOOKS LIKE IT. 
Booking Clerk. Single, miss ? 
Stout Party, No; dvuble. 


“Who's his understudy, I | 
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pil a 
“Every time I see your brotner, dear, I tur;, 
red; can it be love, or the scariet fever:" 
Extract rom Letter of Young Lady. 


asked Mr. Bellew over their wine, “that you would look the part? Becuse me 
asking.” “I have sat, Kyrly,” said A. SLOPER, reproachfully, “for Apollo Bel- 
eravia.” “Well, ALLY, look here, we can soon decide. I have a bathing costume 
amongst my wardrobe; come this way. Here you are—get into it, and then come 
back to me.——(3). Anon, A. SLOPER re-appeared. “How like you the picture, 
Krylvy ?" cried he, with just a soupcon of pride in his voice. “Great Scott!” bezan, 
Mr. Bellew. Then there camea loud knock at the front door, “'Tis Mrs. Browu 
Potter! We're going to run over the last act.” “But, my buy, I can’t be seen like 
this!” “No, certainly not. Quick! here's your hat and umbrella—come this way! 
“My other things—my coat and trou——" began A. SLUPER, but he got no further; 
rapidly and without warning he was passed duwn a back stairs, and suon found him- 
self in the street, (4). Where he was soon spotted by the youths of Manchester, 
and, after a scuttle, be had to fly for his life——(5). But he had his revenge, though, 
for when Mr. Kyrle Bellew went down to the theatre next day, he found slips pasted 
over the posters anuouncing A. SLUPER as his understudy. 


D wf 
(3). And the Laird said, “ Mu left foot took part of his bead away ; may be 
is'll let fresh air into him.” 
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Che ‘Menny-go-rourcles T= e Che Sritieclone ot ee 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here you are, my noble sportsmen! Here's your champion come up to the scratch again as | met his dvom:—A stupid baker caused some strife By being jealous of his wife:—A City Freeman, 
sual, ready to hold his own against all comers! ‘Time !—Poor Jack was robbed of all his gold By | so they say, Was Balfour made the other day.—There you are! 1 think you'll admit I"ve given a 
wo impostors, so I'm told :—A really rather funny tale, A half caste black attempts blackmail :— | pretty fair account of myself,eh? Shows I've been keeping myself in training, doesn’t it?) The 
he Strong Man” for the present will Give erhebitions on the mill :—The Mildew Court Reriew | Court Mildew Review suffered somewhat, owing to the unexpected absence of the Duke of 
pas quite A tsplendid military sight :—The sport was good, Alas! too soon A dauntless rider | Cambridge, but was otherwise a success, Au revoir /——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


INFRINGEMENT OF COPYR!GHT, 


| “Boy, have you got the War Cry?" “No,sr." “Then give me 
ALLY SLOPER and the Sporting Life, will yon ? 


Se fi 


Mi 


Actor. ‘Say, boy, what is that delightful tune the orche-tra fs 
playing ? ; a 
Blie's fot a lot of almirers, but I think I’m the favourite.” “Ab! S Call Roy. Please, Mr. Smith, that tune, begging yer pardon, sir, is 
that'sa bad vinen, old man, Favourite very seldom wins”, =~ i “Git yer ‘air cut. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


_—_—_— 


heworld and his wife are by this time, of course, aware 

runt is out against that aged libertine, Mr. Hurlbert, for 
wilful and cor- 
rupt perjury 
committed by 
him during the 
trial uf the cel- 
ebrated action, 
brought hy 
Miss) Gladys 
Evelyn, for 
breach of pro- 
mise of mar- 
riage. The 
defence set up 
wos that a 
number of 
letters pro- 
duced in Court 
by the plain- 
titf, purporting 
to be from the 
defendant, 
were not writ- 
ten by him, 
but by his 


Cem olime , 
Jutta, ust alr) 
a ' 


y} 
Tae 


whilom secre: | 


tary, one Wil- 
frid Murray, 
who had, how- 
ever, myste- 
riously vanished into thin air. There was so little evidence in 
support of this wild and improbable theory, that it all but passes 


comprehension how any jury could have been found to give it | 


credence; but give it credence a jury did, with the result that 
Hurlbert left the Court scot free. and the unfortunate plaintiff 
ruined in purse and blackened in character. That perjury had been 
committed by one side or the other was evident; tad although 
additional evidence in support of plaintiff's statemeuts was instantly 
forthcoming, such is the cumbersome nature of the law's machinery, 
that it took five months before the warrant against Hurlbert was 
issued, by which time the bird had become alarmed, and flown out 
of jurisdiction to the wilds of Mexico, So much for our boasted 
English justice. ee 

s 


IT's a bit early to talk of Christmas, perhaps, but Fred Carlos, 
F.0.8., doesn’t think so, for he tells ALLY that Mra. Lane has 
ulready engaged him for the next pantomime at the Britannia, 
Hoxton, Sara has doubled Freddy's screw, she thinks so much of 
him. Oh! would that we, of “The Sloperies,” were held in such 
high esteem. o« 

* 


A FEW more weeks and the dancing season will be over, and 
masquerades, fancy dress balls, etc., will only live in the memory 
of those who participated in 
them. And what will the girls 
do then, poor things? Well, the 
seaside season is drawing rapidly 
near, and loveliness, disporting 
itself in the sea, is equally attrac- 
tive with loveliness disporting 
itself in the ballroom, perhaps 
more so, The fair sex wear more 
clothing when bathing than in 
the ballroom, ‘tis true, but then 
it is an indisputable fact that 
sen-bathing is a colder pastime 
than dancing. a 


* 

A RIGHT good bumping fare- 
well benetit was given to genial 
old) Tom = Maclagan, at the 
Oxford Music Hall a fortnight 
azo. Tom has served a long 
apprenticeship on the Variety 
stige—forty-one years, we be- 
lieve—and the occasion was 
seized upon by music hall pro- 
prietors to present to him a 
token of their esteem and appre- 
ciation in the shape of a testi- 
monial, The old veteran was 
visibly affected, and while re- 
turning thanks, almost broke 
down, A large number of artistes 
had volunteered their services on the day In question, and although 
there were many disappointments, a long programme was success: 
fully gone through, ee 

s 


Os Monday and Tuesday of last week a performance was civen 
at the Rovalty Theatre by the Countess Russell, Mrs. Dick Russeil, 
Mrs. Leverson, Mrs, Phillips, Miss L. Kaufmann, Mr. Arthur Stvan, 
and others, in aid of the Nagional Lifeboat Institution, Mrs. 
Phillips was capitul in Sweethearts, and a skirt dance, given by 
Ladv Russell and Mrs, Dick Russell was greatly admired. In the 
Pantomime Rehearsal, Miss Kaufmann daneed most gracefully, 
with quite a touch of the haute éevle, Mr. H. Leverson made an 
excellent Jack Deeds, s* 

* 


THE Tivoli management are going the right way to work to 
make their hall the most popular in the metropolis. The Easter 
programme js excellent, and contains the names of most of the 
variety stars now in London. ¢ « 

* 


Frou an artistic standpoint, Niobe, produced at the Strand 

Thea ve last week, is auything but @ success; but, taken in the 

light it is intended — 

viz., as a medium by 

which two or three 

hours’ amusement may 

be obtained—the piece 

answers its purpose ad- 

mirably, Mivbe is full 

of smart lines, and the 

amusing adventures of 

both Peter Amos Dunn 

and Niobe give scope 

for some really ludi- 

crous situations. The 

interest is kept up 

throughout the three 

acts, and the only glar- 

ing mistake in the 

whole piece is in turn- 

ing over the three thou- 

sand years old heroine 

to the tender mercies 

of an enthusiastic Art 

collector, The effect of 

this bit of business is 

to cause irritation to 

the spectator, and a 

more romantic climax 

would be far preferable. 

Both Harry Paulton 

and Beatrice Lamb 

are inimitable in their respective réles, and the same may be said 

of pretty Georgie Esmonde, Of the rest of the company, Herbert 
Ress shines, perhaps, the most couspicuous. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


By the time this appears in print the Little Georgin Magnet, to 
witness whose performance we were bidden recently to the 
Alhambra, will have terminated her 

engagement at that popular’ palace 

of varieties,” a fact’ there is little 

cause to regret. Never, perhaps, 

wus the trickery of Mrs. Abbott's 

performance more palpable than 

on the night we visited the Alham- 

bra, and the reception she met with 

was anything but cordial, The rest 

of the programme, though, was ex- 

cellent—the ballets, Ze mptationand 

On the Ice, being greeted with loud 

applause. M. Boisett’s wonderful 

dozs, and the singing of Mr. W. P. 

Dempz-ey, are both well worthy of 

the euthusiasm they created, 


Botn to a Joke - appreciative 

correspondent, signing himself 

“Highly Amused,” and to the 

editor of the paper which he 

senis—Jhe Islington Gazette—we 

tender our sincere thanks for a 

hearty laugh over the most in- 

tensely humorous thing we ever 

remember to have read outside the 

pages of Dickens. It is headed, 

“Fashionable Wedding at Hollo- 

way,” and is a column notice of 

the solemnization of « marriage be- 

tween the son of a local jobmaster 

and the daughter of a Holloway 

builder. Afver a description of the ceremony, the guests and the 
resents, worthy of the Morning Post, we are treated to the thril- 
ing and interesting information that the young couple will, after 


' spending their honeymoon at Bournemouth, return to town and 


reside at a certain number in the Camden Road, Comment is 
tmost superfluous ; but we cannot help remarking that it is news 
to us that a wedding of this description comes in the category of 
fashionable functions—even in Holloway ; and even now wenre not 
at all sure that our halfpenny contemporary is not indulging ina 
huge joke at the expense of a, doubtless, very worthy couple—and 
its readers, +" 


No one should omit to pav a visit to the Cont®:ental Gallery, 
where the French Masters’ Exhibition, which includes Daubigny’s 
first and last Salon pictures, and paintings by such men as Corst, 
Béraud, Ingres, Boldini, Ferrier, Aublet and Vuillefroy now adorn 
the walls. Jan Van Beers’ new pictures are here, too, pasion’ ye 
clever and much-talked-of portrait of Miss Ada Rehan as Lady 
Teazle. *\* 

ANARCHY seems to be playing the very dence with constituted 
authority in Paris. The presiding officials of the Courts of Justice 
go in daily fear of 
their lives, and the 
police are working 
day and night to stop 
the torrent of law- 
lessness which seems 
to be at present 
sweeping through 
the gay city. One 
or two of the anar- 
chist leaders have 
been captured, ‘tis 
true, but this only 
acts in the same man- 
ner to the mob as the 
red rag does to the 
ball. © Under what 
wrievance the ayitate 
ors are smarting, it 
would be difficult to 
say; probably they 
do not know them- 
selves, Their chief 
desire seems to pro- 
mote discord and dis- 
content, and should 
circumstances prove 
favourable — such as 
an overthrow of the 
Government, or any- 
thing of that sort, they, doubtless, hope to reapa rich harvest If 


this is the result of Republican goverument, Heaven preserve our | 


Monarchy ! ‘ss 
s 


THE Grand Easter Holidays Programme, at the Roval Music 
Mall, Holborn, should on no account be missed, ineluding, as it 


does, the names of such popular favourites as the ever welcome ; 


Lottie, which her other name is Collins, the diverting Harry Pleon, 
thesy!ph-like Herbert Campbell, graceful Lottie Dettinar, bewitch- 
ing Ada Reeve, Harry Randall the humorous, Millie Hylton the 
dainty, the amusing Mr. Fred Williams and his clever company in 


their laughable sketch, entitled Zhe Magie Teapot, the charming | 


Sisters Le Mara, and at least a dozen other stars of various degrees 
of magnitude. If you want a capital evening's amusement, we 
doubt if you can do better than try this comfortable little hall. 

ef 


MILE Ep turned out as one man, to say nothing of 1 small 
boy, and to utterly ignore a woman with a baby, when, upon the 
eve of the Boat Race, the 
Rust Coated Rumfoozler and 
Family ii ealeer's A accepted 


the invitation of Mr. Wilton 
Friend, and paid a state visit 
tothe Roval Foresters’ Palace 
ot Varieties. The enthusiasm 
of the excited populace out- 
side was only exceeded by 
that of the audience in, and 
the Mouldy One got a recep- 
tion which brought tears of 
gin and water to his eyes. 
The programme absolutely 
bristled with mirth and loveli- 
ness: Laura Lyall, Jessie Nut- 
tall, the Sisters Govetti and 
Nettie Waite all uniting to 
bewitch the Ancient and 
drive home and duty farthest 
from his thoughts, 
7. ¢ 


THE Mildewed Oxonian 
has this day been graciously 
pleased to confer the “ Award 
of Merit" upon C. M. Pit- 
MAN, because he stroked the 
Orford Crew to victory. 
“Feyther,” chortled the 
Azure Eyed Oarsman, “I 
reckon the new F.0.8. will 
be prouder o' that there diploma than of all the honours that have 
been showered 
dered more eights in his time than—" But before the Cerulean 
Orbed could finish his sentence, the Antiquated went for him, and 
yet again the Heir to the House of SLOPER experienced the full 
weight of a father's wrath, 


upon him, comin’ as it does from one who's foun- | 


| 


| three sizes smaller than a tomtit’s nest on her 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FOR TBE Werk ENDING APRIL 80TH, 1892. 
as 

24th April, 1886.—At Bridgenorth, this day, John Leig),,.,, 
and his wife, living at Hatch Farm, were charged with treat)... 
rgirl of fourteen with most horrible cruelty. They had |... 

ver out in pa stark naked, with the exception of her |)... 
in bitterly cold weather, washing clothes in cold water, an ;, 
wife had plunged one of her hands into some boiling mijk ,-. | 

pared for calves and held it there. The parish doctor's account ,: 
the poor child's condition is too dreadful to repeat, F 


Gt a an 
25th April, 1710.—This day, two students of Dublin Co... 
were fined £100 ewch aud sentenced to six months’ imprisons... 
ior detecing the statue of King William 111. on College Gre., 
ublin. ; 


Pe Ee? oe Ea So eres cae 
26th April, 1742.—In the ~_ Advertiser of this (:, 
William Wallis, commouly known as“ the fighting Quaker,” iny;;,. 
Thomas Smallwood to Aight him for one hundred 
Thomas accepts the challenge “of this puffing 
advertisement says that “the doors would o 
combatants mount at twelve the stage of the 
ham Court Road, kept by George Taylor.” 


SS 

27th April, 1828.—A young man, standing at the door ,: 
his house, wt Langford, in the county of Bedford, says a newspy,- 
of this date, saw un elderly gentleman walk hastily to a wel! 11, ,: 
adjoining close, and unhesitatingly jump in, The young man. 
to the well,and found the old geutleman lying, or rather support. 
at the top of the well, which appeared uot to be above two feet y;,/ 
n half in diameter, his feet on one side and his head on the otic: 
he was taken out, but died immediately, although he could :..: 
have been more than three minutes in the well. It is curious thar, 
although the deceased jumped perpendicularly into the well, co:. 
taining at least fifteen feet of water, it did not appear that he ha 
been entirely under water,as his hat had not been wetted : 4: 
aa he was seen in the well, his head was at least three feet alvy. 
the water. 


hall A) ee 

28th April, 1867.—A strike of tailors this day commenc.: 
in London, Tailors generally put two buttons on the back «!. 
coat, although there are nu buttonholes, and the buttons serve ; 
purpose. The origin of the custon is that, a century ago, wie: 
every gentleman carried a sword, the sword belt was suapended b: 
two buttons in this position. The buttons have been retaiue 
although the sword hus been discarded, 


29th April, 1842.—Bungaree, the Australian pugilist, di-: 
ita sey trom injuries rece.ved in a fight with Broome at Nev. 
market, 


ES ae eT. 

30th April, 1821.—Douglas Jerrold’s first play, Wore Firici: 
ened than Hurt, was produced on this en at Sadler's We; 
Theatre, when its author was in his eighteenth year. It was high ; 
successful, and was translated and acted on the French stay 
Oddly enough, some years afterwards, Kenney, the dramaty 
author, being in Paris, saw it played there, and, not knowing 1: 
history, re-translated it, and actually brought it out at the Olymp 
Theatre during Madame Vestris’ management, under the title o 
Fighting by Proxy. 


pounds, a: 
Quaker.” 1,; 

m at ten, and ¢, 
reat Booth, Tutte:. 


A SETTLER. 


HE was a grave musician, of a very earnest type, 
And he doted on the classical], of course. 

He loved the works of Wagner, of Schubert and of Bach, 
And occasionally sought relief in Strauss, 

He could play you bits from Handel and Beethoven as well, 
Whilst he positively raved about Mozart. 

He was well at home with Meudelssohn, with Gounod and 

with Liszt, 

And | think he knew his Chopin quite by heart. 

So peut, enaeroratad the reason why at Mrs. Blank’s “At 

ome” 

He fainted on a sudden dead aay 

Fora damsel he'd been chatting with incautiously inquired 
Jf he couldn't play “Ta-ra-ra, Buom-de-ay ! " 


_—_—_.——— 


OUR CATTLE SHOW. 


WHEN Mr. McDougall stated, a little while back, that his trie 
intent was only to make London happy, there were those pre-eu: 
who disbelieved him; but we'll guarantee to sav that when wv 
stated that all we wished to do was to bring all Hertfordshir 
together in harmony, and hold a sort of Thanksgiving Agricu- 
tural Show, everybody knew we were in earnest—every body bar 
ing old Prother. We all kuew and feared Prother. He kept 4 
little farm somewhere out Harpenden way, and was nothing shor 
of a cussed nuisance. He would be “iu” ity Gain and, as what 
ever he “went in” he spoiled, we could hardly consider ou" 
plans for holding a fair with due equanimity. But we hepel 
against hope that he'd not get to hear of it—and got up our show 

The night before we opened, sure enough down came Prother 
He had an entry of poultry that we took fora sacred symbol of the 
Seven Years of Famine, Beside that, he brought a cow and calf. | 

“Wot d'yer think o’ them ‘ens? said he. “ Ain't they lovely - 

We made no reply, being only the vegetable judge ; but we set! 
the poultry judge to him, : 

“Wot dyer think o’ them ‘ens?" said he. “T want fust prize 
for them, or I'll lick three of ye ‘arf to death—I won't leave ‘nul 
sind in one of ye t’ boil 'n egg by.” 

Prother's hens didn't even get honourably mentioned, and so !¢ 
kept his word. Two of the judges got battered on the snot tu 
sey couldn’t see, and the third was carried off on a hurdic & 

uton, 

The cattle judges, when they appeared, turned up their noses * 
Prother’s old cow aud half-starved calf, but he said to them— 

“Them two and me's walked eight mile to this bloomin’ show. 
an’ they ain't goin’ to be beat while I've got blood. I'm willin' ty 
put up with second prize, but if ye ain't goin’ to give me that, you’ 

etter hire someone to hold me.” i 

We saw the first one go down with a crash, and, mindful of t! 
fact that he still had an exhibit of mangel-wurzels to be adjud 
cated upon, we left; and the First Vegetable Cup, of the Hertford 
shire Agricultural Exhibition of '92 now adorns our sideboard. 


—_—_—_— 


MORE COMPARISONS! 


WHEN, some time ago, SLOPER drew seven or eight co" 
parisniie between the young man of to-day and his revered tre 
ather, Adam, don't imagine that the old man put it all on tl 
shoulders of the boys. The way that some of the dear, swre'. 
cuddlesome little girls go on would cause Eve to yell for her {0 
For instance: bine 
Eve never kept Adam waiting in a blizzard outside Peter Ro!" 
son's for an hour and three-quarters on end, ee 
Eve never dragged a trailing silk dress with a “gored skit! 
over the wet gravel paths of the Garden of Eden. . ‘, 
Eve never turned up on the first day of S ae with a bonne 
end. ; 

Eve never, at any period of her existence, told Adam that 


| could “only be a brother to him.” 


Ere didn't tight lace. 1 

When Eve went to a fancy dress ball where there was 21)" 
guinea supper, she didn’t mash three men, consecutively, for |" 
yreedy purpose of getting taken three separate times to that sup)" 

Eve was no pig—save in the matter of Ribstone Pippins. ie 

Nowhere is there any record of Eve having taken a stall at 4 
Church bazaar, or rushed a Bohemian bechelor out of three gute 
fora patchwork kettleholder. en 

Eve never squeezed herself into st——whoa! whoa! A. SLOPE 
will leave the case, just as it is, with the girls. 


turday, April 23, 1892.) 
WOODEN LEG-ALITY. 


(A SUGGESTED SOLILOQUY For Snipe 'Uss.) 


recent case, @ question arose as to whether the footprints of a wooden leg | 


could be accepted as evidence. ] 


: Abe ID” 
wuss prove a ibs, 


ll 
& 


NICE. point this ‘ere (as 
Mr. Gilbert says, 

And he writes knowingly 
of burgulars)— 

Can, now, a wooden leg 
belonging, say, 

To one i’ the crib-crackin’ 
or ecly-fakin’ art, 


Be used in heavydunce | 


ag'inst the saime? 


"Cos, if it can (as it is but | 


a part 

Of man who thus would 
criminate hisself), 

Wot bloomin’ charnce has 
any covey got? 

Not much, as fur as Z see; 
which is rough 

On us of a purfession most 
hartistic, 

And not to be endured ! 

It seems to me 

As how that legs of wood, 
all made alike, 

With not no tizzical foot- 
mark for to judge 


vs 
Can prove a hallow-bi at 

any time, 
You might be Grinnidge Penshunners, for instance ; 
You might be wetruns of the Light Brigade 
(The yearoes wot most times ends i’ the work’ouse). 
Unless each cove with wooden leg-acies 
Has his own timber-limb a diff'rent sort, 
ZI can't see how the Force can on him drop, 

* * * * 

Moor over, when you come to think of it, 
A hartist at the cracking of a crib 
Can allus fake hisself a wooden leg. 


AMPLE CONSOLATION. 
<, it was but too true; she had refused him—had told him 
\, impassionately that ehe could never be even a sister to him, 
“she shortly intended to marry a wealthier suitor, one old 
th to be her father; and as the strong man stood gazing down 
riringly upon the lovely girl, hetrembled like a palsied aspen 
Fleet Street soaker at the commencement of the thirty- 
drink. Before his mind's ere rose a visionary train of all the 
ents which had led to his proposal and rejection. Once again 
emed to see the birthplace of his atfection—the long, low, 
washed raftered schoolroom, at the back of the little chapel, 
e every Sunday afternoon she endeavoured to impart a know- 
of Scriptural history to the little class of well oiled and clean 
ored children who smothered her with faded floral offerings 
they came late, Again he saw himself dismissing his class 
e the right time, that he might 
t her home across the sweet hay 
ed tields, How well he recalled that 
| treat, the kiss-in-the-ring, the 
ve hand squeezes in the crowded 
anette, as they rode home side by 
through the atill 
mer evening; 
as the memory 
ese things came 
him, and he eon- 
Dinted the radi- 
loveliness of the 
ificent creature, 
ev ized what her 
| meant to him, 
rew himself at 
eet again, 
»phy,” he eried, 
Ivy, “do not 
me away thus, 
me, [ implore 
one word—one 
word of conso- 
in. 
e fair girl turned to him, pity, determination shining in her 
ous liquid eyes. “ Benjamin William,” she said, “you ask me 
ome consolation, and, as I cared for you once, | will give it 
but, first you must swear eternal secrecy.” 
r lover raised his hand and answered solemnly, “I swear.” 
Know, then," continued Sophy, “that | am anything but the 
ous, the perfect creature vou imagine. I am twenty-nine, Ben- 


in. Yes, 1 own it, I falsified my birthday book to the tune of | 


years, These gleaming teeth are but an ‘Zvccelsior’ set at five 


pnzvline’; and the peach-like bloom upon my cheeks, the 
ry ripeness of my lips comes off, dear Benjy, in the washing. 
ny natural waist is far from tiny, and my foot would not bea 
ideal, At this very moment | am enduring tortures—yes, 
—from a tightly laced—er—corset and shoes three sizes too 

|. My eyebrows are no stranger to the pencil, and——" 
t Benjamin William rose slowly to his feet, reflectively 
hed the dust off his trouser knees, and, after a grateful farewell 
»phy, went joyously back to his solitary lodgings, with the 

of bachelorhood branded upon him for all time. 


a 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.”" 
No. 43.—PHYLLIS MAYFLOWER, 


aesee spreading becch-tree's 
Bhade 
Of vore the Mantuan shepherd laid, 
And amorons lyrics lightly played, 
And, uttering his fond yearnings, 
made 
To echo through the sylvan glade 
The name of Amaryllis. 
Yet Tityrus of old would ne‘er 
Have cast a single thoucht, we fear, 
On that same tart, or longed to 
hear 
Her voice or see her form appear, 
If near hia farm had lived thot dear 
Delightful creature, Phyllis ! 


Bat, not to harp on ancient days, 
We know a host of modern fays— 
No end of Madelines and Mays, 
And Mauds and Megs and 
Millys, 
Who set their matrimonial snares, 
And try to make the gilded heirs 
To dukedoms, earldoms, oofdoms, 
theirs! 
But, poor deluded sillies, 


SL Their aims will all be vain, we fear; | 


Those gilded youths, with love sin- 


cere, 
Are fluttering, moth-like, round that dear 
Delightful creature, Phyllis! 


| hearted girls of the “ Friv.” to help too. 


| that he shall have another suit. 
| minute to think of my clothes | could not have done it.” 


| writes, asking 


| riders eutering, and said, “Take my little ragged boy, ma'am ;” 


these auburn tresses, the result of daily applications of | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—_—— 


HARWICH STREET, WHITSTABLE-ON-SEA, KENT. 
April 9h, 1892. 

MY DEAR Mr. SLoper,—I want your assistance; and I know 
that “ Unsweetenrd” ouly makes your heart kinder. and you will 
give it; and also get the Dook Snook, Lord Bob and all the kind 
I Well, here is the story :— 
Two little boys here, named Hook and Marsh, would go a-bathing, 
and like little men, they chose the deepest part of the sea from the 
harbour, They sank, and although a whole crowd of men had 


) gathered round, no one attempted a rescue until a boy made a dash 


forward, plunged in and swam straight for the drowning lads, who 
had twice gone under. He brought one in and ehucked him out; 
then he went for the other and had him back, while the crowd 
were breathless, The parents of both boys are very poor, and 
though so glad to have their boys back to life again, can give the 
rescuer no more than gratitude, Now, the boy was one of those 
tidy lads who keep their clothes carefully and brush and fold them 


| every night, and yet he had taken a leap from the harbour with 


them on, He has the medal from the Royal Humane Society, but 
he looks sadly at his clothes; and so { have made up my mind 
He tells me," 1f LE had paused a 
But he 
did it, and he isa hero. Lam writing to John Ruskin, to see if he 
appreciates a lad of that sort. He likes a careful person. 1 want 
to see if he likes a brave one. Lam, with sympathy about the 
boat race, Ever yours, HELEN NISBET. 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 110.—HE REFRAINS FROM TREE-FFLLING. 


© To all the British men and maids beneath 
The sun, and all above it, 

There is no day like April twenty-threeth : 
They dearly, dearly love it! 

For on that glorious day, some weeks agone, 
Was Shakespeare born at Avon— 

The bard whose name of Fame’s most lustrous stone 
Shall be for aye engraven. 

And | (since I, forsooth, ain up to date 
His most renowned descendant) 

That day in fitting style must celebrate— 
I must! 1 will! depend on't!' 


So Mouldylugs upreared in Mildew Court 
A playhouse large ; and gaily 

With all the SLOPER tribe, in gorgeous sort, 
Held ten rehearsals daily, 

And, advertising near and far away, 
Bade British maids and men mark 

That on the twenty-third he'd stage the play 
Of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark ; 

That he'd himself the title rd!e sustain 
With nairy “ prompt” to aid him, 

And play, like Bartolo, the Moody Dane 
As mortal ne er had played him ! 


But, on the twentieth, to the Mildewed Sire 
Came ig ald slowly creeping, 

The once gay Herbert Beerbohm Tree, Esquire, 
Lamenting, wailing, weeping. 

“Think, think,” he moaned, “how, if a star so big 
With heavenly inspiration 

As SLOPER plays that part, ‘twill kill the pig 
Of my fair reputation!” 

And ALLY thunked, and answered, “ Blowed if thus 
I'll rob you, Herby Beery, 

Of your wide fame. Stand three of gin, old cuss, 
And Jet your heart be c.eery !” 

So said, so done, And now the Blighted Blot 
Bids British maids and men mark 

That he, for Herby Beery’s sake, will NOT 
Play Hamlet, Prince of Denmark! 


——_>—__—_- 


A VERY ORDINARY OCCURRENCE. 


A CORRESPONDENT, signing himself“ A Pentonville Progressist,” 
us to notice the politeness of “a poor little ragged 
boy,” ina pair of old and tattered trousers, who sate munching a 
frugal meal, consisting of a cold saveloy, in a crowded tram car, 


| who rose, upon a poverty strickn woman entering, and said, “ Take 
| my seat, ma‘am,” to the admiration of all the other riders. 
We must say, however, that we do not see anything extraordin- | 


ary inthe affair warranting press notice. It is most commonplace. 
Now, had a cold saveloy, who sate munching a poverty stricken 
woman, have risen upon a frugal meal entering and said, “ ‘Take 
my trousers, ma'am ;" or had the poor little ragged trousers, who 
sate nvenching a seat, have risen upon the admiration of all the 


had an old and tattered frugal meal, who sate munching « poverty 
stricken wornan, have risen upon a pair of ragged trousers entering 
and said, “ Take my cold saveloy, ma‘am ;" or had a tram car, who 
sate munching an old and tattered pair of trousers in a crowded 
cold saveloy, have risen and said, “Take my poverty stricken 
woman, ma’‘am ;" or had a frugal—— But there, had it have hap- 
pet in one of a thousand other remarkable ways, SLOPER might 
iave had something really pleasant to say about it; as it is he 


| hasu’t. 


—— 


REMORSE. 


PRONE on the sanded floor 
She threw herself and sobbed—one big, wild sob, 
Heart-heav'n—no more; yet, in its mournful sound, 
My condemnation came. Me, whom for years 
Nor love nor fear of God nor man had moved, 
That one sad utterance pierced, distreszed, dismayed, 
The law’s worst punishments [ held a farce ; 
The stern rebuke | scorned ; the mild reproach, 
Hilarious, mocked ; and bitterest insnit deemed 
The Christian's puling prayer; frequent | bled, 
Mute, stubborn, pamibilnel beneath the lash. 
And now, what these to compass vainly sought, 
Tn one wild moment one wild sob had done. 
Its madness, mine; its deathless love, than death 
More hard ; its sweet reproach|-ssness, a tame 
That burnt my soul; its pitying pathos, Hell! 


And when before the judzment bar of [eaven 
Convict I stand of all my hideous crimes, 
In that dread hour of doom with not more force, 
In that dread hour with not more earnestness, 
Shall God condemn me, in His righteous wrath, 
Than Tin wrath condemned myself withal, 
As, quivering, in our childhood’s home | stood— 
Repentant, past redemption (doubly cursed !), 
Hated of God and man, self-hated most— 
And heard the dirge like sob that told too well 
How sorrowing o'er my wild career had bruised 
My gentle sister’s heart ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A Suit oF (F)ARMOUR—Velveteen coat and waistcoat, and 
corduroy trousers, 

Wy is the letter O as good as a halfpenny ?—Because, if put on 
a neck. it will produce an Lcko, 
‘ SINGULAR, is it not, that the great: st fect are the least featly in 
dancing? 

“A BOLT FROM THE BLvuE"”—Sutorer skedaddling from a 


copper. x Pe i ? 
| q! usT Justice Stirling neccasarily mete out Sterling Justice? 


or | 


| and deeper dejection assailed him. 


| tails 


138 
SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE DEMON UMBRELLA. 


(A TALE OF D1aBLeniz.) 
=~ 
CHAPTER IX, 
CHARLES AUGUSTUS BROWN was arozue, but a wise one. When 
he heard of the disagreement between Mr. and Mrs, Peter Crawley 


| 


He called upon Mrs. Simpson, 


Simpson, he knew he could only use the incident as a means to an 
end. He recognized that, as the disputants were yet yous, they 
might soon come together. He must so manauvre to prevent this. 
To achieve this object, G. A. Brown determined to become the 
apparent mutual friend of husband and wife. A real friend woud 
endeavour to heal the breach ; it would be his work to keep them 
asunder, It was not difficult to effect his purpose. He called 
upon Mrs. Simpson and fanned the fire of rage, which, in the 
course of the three or four days, had begun to burn low. He gave 
her graphic details of the iniquities of Rosherville, and told tales 
of husbands who had led double lives, and who had been dis- 
covered to be deceivers ever. 

G, Augustus Brown was not such a fool as to bluntly tell Mrs. 
Simpson all this, He was too wide awake to destroy his case and 
allow his object to be seen. He insinuated these things as pallia- 
tives for Simpson's errors, He defended his absent cousin in an 
apologetic way, and by insidiously leading on Mrs. Simpson to 

/ attack him, made 
her the more 
anxious to believe 
in the blacker 
aspects of his 
conduct. 

Then, when he 
had roused her 
sufficiently, he 
would offer and 
press his services 
to mediate he. 
tween them, with 
the absolute cer- 
tainty of his otter 
beingindignantly 
resented, 

Ile pursned 
similar = Meplhis- 
tophelian tactics 
with his cousin, 
Veter Crawley 
Simpson was re- 
duced to the 
lowest depths of 
despair in’ the 
course of the first 
three days, 
had begun to tak 
almost anu active 
interest in the 
science of suicide, 
He had tasted the 
joys of wedded life, and now, when he came home to his blackened 
and desolate fireside, his misery was complete. As he satat night in 
his lonely room, he looked regretfully back on the brightness he 
had lost, and mournfully forward to the darkness of his future. 
Every knock that came to the door roused a joyful hope that his 
wife had relented—a hope to be dashed bitterly from him by the 
question, when he opened the door, if he had “any hare skins to 
sell, mister,” or some similar domestic inquiry. He ate his joyless 


Tato all this cadness came G. A. Brown. 


| meals in a melancholy restaurant, and dyspepsia fastened its fangs 


upon his vitals, It was sad. 
And into all this sadness came George Augustus Brown, THe 
magnified Mrs. Simpson's indignation. Ie recounted how he had 


| pleaded with her to allow him to mediate between them ; how she 


had rejected his overtures, As Peter heard the tale his heart sank, 
Warmly he thanked his false 
friend ; and, when he had seen him to the door, he felt that he 


| shut out the 


whole — world. 
Then he sat 
himself down / 
and once more | 
began, cre he 
climbed away 
to his unmade 
bed, to think 
out the ethics 
of suicide, 
George Augus- 
tus Brown re- 
tired to his 
lodgings, and 
ere he went to 
bed he had 
written a neat 
and affection 
ute letter to his 
unele, Mr. 


Jonassimmons 


ving full de- 
of the 
miserable  do- 
mestic scandal, 
which was not 
unlikely to 
sully the hither- 
to irreproach- 
able fame of 
the family genealogical shrub, ; : 

G. A. Brown was as cautious in the letter as he was in dealing 
with the dispntants, He did not say too much, but left much to 

inferred, It was a specious letter. : saad 

vied the Indian ivory haridled Unibrella, which was standing in 
Simpson's stand, seen it, it would have smiled more cynically than 
ever. (To be continued newt week.) 


A neat and affectionate Ictter. 
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THE “FOS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY WAS IT NATURALP 


Au wre 


Good pub. sign, “ The Lion and Blue Devil. 


“Born with a silver spoon in his mouth, the future judge 
eansed considerable anxiety to his nurses by attempting to 
swallow it, Finding this a faflure, he began to yelp, but, on 
second thoughts, decided that laughter would be more appropri- 
ate for the occasion. The judicial bump was evidently well devel- 
opeleven at this carey perio, At theage of fifteen, he started his 
eareer at the bar of the * Blue Dragon,’ the principal hostelry of 
his native village ; but, after a week's Sngagectent it was foun sé TAKI N G ALL R | SKS.” 
that our hero knew a little too much for his employer, so an 
ignominious ‘chucking’ resulted. The legal bar then attracted | 
our young friend's attention; but, knowing as he may have 
been considered in his last’ profession, his knowledge was 
of hardly sufficient extent to secure Lim anything but a very 
insignificant position among the legal lights. But everything 
comes to him that waits, and, after spending several years 
in study, he at last attracted the notice of one of the leading 
counsel of the day. The counsel, who was as sharp as they make 
them, after questioning the youthful Jeune on the state of the 
weather an as to the number of beans it would require to total 
up five, and receiving convise and correct answers to the same, 
took the lad in hand, and, after polishing up his legal knowledge, 
considerately fluatel him on to the world as a sort of legal 
Phenomenon. After the expiration of many years, Jeune was 
made judge, and chiefly for this reason was created F.O.S., and 
the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him Mareh 12th, 1892." 

—Debrett Improved. 


Porter, Are you travelling by yourself, sir ? 


Youngster, Certainly, my man. Why do you ask ? Mix . c , 
Porter, Because I thouglit, by the qaantty of ;oir liegage, von were perhaps going to take your wife and =| Sclfa? Of course you have heard that I also paint, 
family with ron. Hl 


Professor Solfd. Ya-as, people say so, but | 


No, 252.—Justice JECNE, F.OS. | 
| 
| i 
| —I don't believe it, miss. 
——— 


ey ete EO 


re 
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oy iid 04 


LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 
Evidently made fur one another. 


ed 


(1). “ Now, Corney, ye lazy gossnon!" shonted Mr. Patrick Rooney (who had been he'd break somethin’ direct';:!"——(3). Tt was only the harness which broke, hov- 
once more evictel) to his son and heir, * put your back to it. We're comin’ to the | ever, causing Mr. Rooney to plunge sutlenly forward npon the erown of his hea'l, 
hill, div Ye hear? ‘ “Shure, an’ isn’t it mesilf that’s workin’ like a shlave, an’ whilst his dutiful offspring careered madly downwards with the household gods of the 
nothin’ ‘Il plaze ye! -(2), “Orh! thin, it’s the devil av a load.” groaned Pat,as he Reoneys.—(4). A sudden and terrific crash followed, amd one more bright home was 
toiled up the ascent. “Sure Oi'd niver have furnished to this extint if Oi'd thought wrecked by the thoughtless iinpetnosity of ventn! And the way Mrs, Rooney dusted 
av movin’! Lelad !" chuckled Corney, “ it does the old fanian good to do a little both their jackets for them when they brouzht her the pieces, under the impression 
harrd work for once in his loife! Begor! to hear him gruntin’ away there, ye'd think that they had been engaged in a drunken s;rce—well, there, what do you think ? 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. | SHE'LL GET IT. TWO'S COMPANY, THREE’S NONE. 


WANTED 
PLAIN 


“Guvi'ncr, lend us yer ‘at, mother’s broken her puddin-basin.” 


f 
| 
| 
; 


. 2 — 

; If that i 3 ater 
“Gol a bad coad, ode bad? So ab I, deab boy. Toss you which Mrs, Muggins isa good cook, and as for plain—well, Pa ule accent wul-apont tires Ra ig ge ttaie at 
ate habs the two. No. 6.—Violet. judge for yourselves. the present moment have been contemplating suicide. 
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